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bank were in danger of being robbed and murdered. One
tourist was found dead in the sugar-cane at Qurna, and
another was discovered at daybreak floating in the Nile-
and this brought down on Luxor a detachment of the camel
corps under a cheerful officer named, if I remember rightly
Mitchell, who forbade anyone to cross the river after sundown!
Now I had got it into my head that the tomb was to be
opened secretly on a certain night, when everybody was
safely tucked away on the other side of the river, and I felt
that someone should keep watch on it. So telling my allies
that if anything should happen, I would find some way of
summoning them, I arranged to be ferried over the Nile at
about ten o'clock with my donkey and its boy. It was a
dark night and cold. I remember feeling dangerously alone
as, astride my reluctant mount, I climbed slowly out of the
belt of cultivation into the solitude of the Valley of the
Tombs. I was interested to discover that the cold night air of
the river was left behind as I travelled through the defile,
for the rocks still held the stored warmth of the day.

Mounting the hills that rise up sheer behind D6r el-Bahari,
we came out on a high ridge; there was nothing above
us but the stars; to our right lay the sombre shadow of the
gorge. We descended to the brow of a hill whose slopes fell
straight down to the Valley, and from here I could see, through
night glasses, a dark oblong which was the doorway of the
tomb of Harnesses VI; below it were the limestone walls of the
tomb I was watching. I remember ordering the donkey
boy to lie down so that his white garments would not be
seen. So we stayed there in the appalling silence.

Suddenly the donkey, horrified by such unorthodox
behaviour, lifted his head and gave forth a long and blood-
curdling hee-haw, which I think must have been heard, as
he intended it to be, away back in Luxor. I leapt to my
feet, frantic to stop him. But how do you stop a bray-
ing donkey? Every time he uttered his cry, I saw the dark-
ness creeping with advancing forms of assassins, drawn towards
us by the noise; and finally, in despair, I removed my braces
and bound them tightly round his muzzle.

The hours passed, as such hours do, with inconceivable
slowness. This night seemed twice as long as any other night.